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SLOPER SERIOUSL WOUNDED. 


“The question was whether it was necessary for the Lord Mayor’s Show to pass Drury Lane Theatre. Gussie’s argument was that he wanted the 
advertisement ; Papa, on the other hand, said, ‘Was it an act Pro Bono Public House-o’ (Statute 4, Geo. IV., Sec. 994)? This seemed to incense Augustus, so 
he requested his brother, Charley ’Arris, to call on Papa and arrange a meeting with property swords and limelight. Papa, eager for the fray, accepted the 
challenge. He is now in Charing Cross Hospital; but it is hoped he will be out in time to publish his ‘Curistmas Howipays’ on December 8th.’’—Toorsie. 


SPARKINS’ HORSEMANSHIP. AN IDLE APPRENTICE. 


—_—— 


“THIS seta! wretch,” says Captain Charles Johnson, 
in nis rare old folio, “was born of very honest parents in 
the Parish of St. Giles's in the Fields,and between fourteen 
and fifteen Years of Age, bound Apprentice to one Mr. 
Collins, a Vintner, at the Ship Zarern at Ratcliff Cross 
with whom he led but a very loose and profligate Sort of 
Life for about two Years. Breaking the Sabbath (by his 
own Confession, he never having once heard a whole Sermon 
during that Time), was the first Inlet to all his other vices.” 
Thomas Savage, such was this idle apprentice’s name, 
certainly went tery wrong, indeed, and, in the end, died 
two deaths, but that was, perhaps, more his misfortune than 
‘his fault. % 
7 The idle young vagabond made the acquaintance of a 
| certain reprehensible person of the name of Hannah Blay, 
who persuaded him to rob his master. But he told her he 
coyld not do so,as the maidservant was always at home. 
| in the way when his master was ont. * Hang her, a 
Jade (said this Limb of the Devil), knock her Brains out, 
and I will go anywhere with you beyond Sca to avoid the 
Stroke of Justice.” Sure enough, Thomas did this nad act 
the next Sunday, when, being alone with the maid, the rest 
of the household having gone to church, he exasperated her 


1. “Have I ever been on the back of a thorongh- 2. “S'help me Bob! the silly oll josser will break his 3. So, unceremoniously, Sparkins was bound to the ed Slepatites Ss LES NR sa . 
bred hunter!” ejaculated Sparkins. “Why, my man, — neck. What shall we do? Guess we'd better fix‘im fiery steed. Luckily, the horse was a sensible one, first by walking with dirty shoes ona dresser she had just 
| have ridden to hounds all my life". “Yer look as up, in case he's stretched. We might be summoned on and made the best of its way home, with Sparkins washed, and banging on the bellows with a hammer, and 
‘yer ‘ad," returned the grinning ostler. the coroner's jury,” quoth Bob, grinningly. more dead than alive. Sparkins now detests hurses. when, she upbraiding him, he tung the hammerat her, and, 
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having struck her senseless, battered out her brains. “ This inhuman 
wretch, having rpetrated this hellish piece of barbarity,” broke 
open a cupboard, stole sixty pounds, and returned to Hannah. She, 
hearing what he had done, “the cunning slut, who was hardened 
in Wickedness, would fain have had the Money from him; but he 
would part with no more than half a Crown, which, having given 
her. he went away without the least remorse.” However, we are 
told, that “he had not gone very far when, meeting with a Stile, he 
rat hin down thereon to rest hiinself, and then began to reflect on 
the horrid Decd he had perpetrated, and to cry out to himself, 
‘Lord. what hare [done 2 wishing that he could have recalled the 
fatal Blows, even at the Price of ten thousand Worlds, if so many 
had been in his power.” Presently he walked on until he reached 
Greenwich, where he tooka lodging for the night, telling the peopleot 
the house that he was going furtheron nextday, That night, however, 
he could not sleep. but walked about the room for several hours, 
and this, and the fact that te had a large quantity of money ina 
bag. exciting the landlady’s suspicions, she questioned him, and he 
to'd her that he was carrying it down to his mistress at Gravesend, 
and that, if she did not believe hia, she misht send to his mistress, 
and, in the meantime, he would leave the money in her hands, 
This was agreed upon, and he wrote a note to his pretended 
mistress, which a person promised to deliver, he meanwhile 
wandering out into the town, 

Shortly after his departure, “the Hue-and-Cry came to Greenwich 
of a Murder committed at Rateliff Cross by a Youth upon a Maid 
who was his Fellow Servant; and that he had also robb'd his 
master of a Bag of Money.” The landlady, hearing it, at once sent 
in search of him, and Thomas was found asleep in an ale-house, 
with his head anda pot of beer upon a table. A man, laying his 
hand upon his shoulder, said, “ Tom, did you not live at Ratcliff?" 
He answered, “Yes.” “And did you not murder your fellow-ser- 
vant?" Again he answered, “ Yes.” And you took sixty pounds 
from your master?" He acknowledged all, “ Then you must come 
with us.” “With all my heart,” replied the miserable lad, and they 
led him away. 

Some of his fellow-prisoners made him drunk on the day of his 
trial, and he was still drunk when condemned to death. There 
was some bungle about the Sheriff of Middlesex receiving proper 
notice, so on the day he expected to be hanged, the horse and cart 
that came for him was sent away again, and he was kept in suspense 
another forty-eight hours. 

The time came at last,and he was “turned off,” but stru gled 
violently, “which a friend perceiving, struck him several blows 
upon his breast with all his strength to put him out of his pain.” 
When supposed to be dead, he was taken away by his friends, and 
presently opened his eyes and mouth, though he was unable to 
speak. But “his reviving being blazd abroad, within an hour the 
Sheriff's officers came, and, carrying him back, hung him up again 
till he was really dead.” He was buried on October 28th, 1668. 
“ being seventeen years of age.” 


* * * * * * 
as almost better have not killed that gal,” murmuree Alex 
andry. 
“ Although she were nothing but a gal,” bleated Billiam. 
(Next week, “A Ghost Gone Wrong.” ) 


TO CORRESPONDENTS. 


=~ 

*,* Correspondents wishing their MSS. or Sketches to be returned, 
should inclose a stamped envelope large enough to contain the 
contributions submitted. Do not inclose loose stamps. 


H.S. D.—Your vein of humour is strong, but your language is 
etronger. Cultivate the former, moderate the latter.—=-F RANK 
R. Dowan.— Your sketch is far too clever fora rag like this: tt 
would be unfarr taaccept itand pay for it at our ordinary rate. 
—B A—It as not very clearly known at which University the 
Eminent qraduated. We would ask the Old Man, but, for seme 
reason. he's vathes touchy upon the subject ——H, LatHow.— The 
advertisement will be enserted as svon as the great demand upon 
the comparanieely small space at aur disposal admits, —— R. 
BARBER — We cannot use your jokes, © Immodest words admit 
of no defone- > For want of decency is want of sense 1’ — 
Artuur Jewry.—Zry your luck in one of our “ Weekly Prize 
Competitions” Tu ask for the “ Award,” simply bevause you 
have taken én the papor for fire years, and admire the Eminent, 
is absurd, Aight bees takes “SLOPER” in, more or less, whilst no 
une can fail to admire him, 

——— 


“ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY.” 
The Largest Circulation of any Illustrated Paper wn the World, 


Forwarded toany Part of the United Kingdom, Continent, Canada, 
and United States of America, post-free: 
8 Months 1s 8d ; 6 Months 3s. 3d. 12 Months. 68 6d 
In Stamps or P.O.0.8 payable to GILBERT DALZIEL, 
‘THE SLOPERIES,” 99 SHOE LANE, FLEET STREET, LONDON, E.C, 


Weekly Contents Bills will be sent postfree to Newsagents 
on application, 


PARIS. 
On sale at all Kiosques and Booksellers’, at 20 centimes, or by 
special arrangement at our 


PARIS AGENCY, 22 RUE DE LA BANQUE 


And the SLOPER AWARD OF MERIT” welt be given for the 
Best Nursery Rhyme, having for its first line the words, 


A CLEVER OLD PERSON NAMED BOOTH. 


Please write on Post-Cards only, and address— 


: THE GENERAL, 
THE SLOPERIES,”’ 99 Shoe Lane, London, E.C. 


-_ 2 


“On, X.Y. Z. the thing! This coffee is cold again, Maria,” ex- 
claimed an irritated. but lately converted father at the breakfast 
table. “Does X. Y.Z. mean damn, father?” inquired his youngest 
son. * * 

= 


WE are requested to state that it was not a Croydon constable 
who, when asked why he had not cut a man down whom he had 
discovered hanging to a tree, replied, * Becos he werea't dead, sir.” 

*- * 


A SILLY old josser of L2a, 

Kept indulging in Sodas and B. ; 
Now, like all such duffers, 
The old buffer sutfers 

From violent attacks of D. T. 

s-? 


s 
“T say, Harry.” observed a medical student, “does your land- 
lady ever kick up a row when you don't square up on Saturday?” 
“ Rather!” returned his fellow student. “What do you find the 
best remedy for that complaint?” “Extract of tin,” was the 
smart response. ® 
= 
“ How are you, Mr. Travler?“ asked Sharpshins ; “I understand 
yon are going to visit Turkey! Does your family accompany 
you?” “No, they won't come,” said Mr. Travier; “they are 
afraid of the Turks.” “Oh, a case of harem-scarem, I suppose!” 
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FASHION FANCIES.—By Miss Sloper. 


No, 343.—The * Rabelais’ Custume, 


First Villain. Two villains bold 
and bad are we. Both (together). 
Weare! we are! we nre! 


i) 
“ Not a ring or bracelet in the whole lot! | 
Bah! how mean men are getting!” | 


Author (ina fury). There is some manuscript iuissing, Susan, You dusted the 
desk, so where is it ? 

‘Susan. Lor’, sir, I ain't seen no manuserip'! I only saw a few bits o’ paper 
knockin’ about, which, bein’ so nice and soft, I used for my ‘air. I'm wearin it 
now, sir. [Parorysm of madness on part oF author, during which he lays 
violent hands on Susan, and uncurls her hair almost off her head. 


“Ah a footstep! It is Lord Augus- 
tus! Down, little dutterer, down!” 


ae 


A LONG TRAMP IN KENT. | 


last night, old man? 


| call him the carryhim.” 


(Saturday, November 22, 1890, 


“Ou, yes, my husband is very particular about setting 
children a good example,” said Mrs! D'Humnbhug; “in ay 
auch an extent does he carry this, that he will never drink any- 
thing alcoholic before them, but if he wants a glass of wine or ale 
he always sends them out for a walk first.” “ Dear me, what a lot 
of exercise the dear children must have!" replied Mrs. Jones, who 
has heard her husband speak about D'Humnobhug. 


* 
Overheara at the Pub, 
Spiffer. So you were initiated intot he Ancient Order of Elephants 
Now, then, out with it. What is the sign? 
Spoffer (pointing to the victim's shaky hand as he raises a glass 


of bitter to his lips), You need not ask. Behoid it! 


* 
“ SoMEBODY loves me sir,” she said, 
“Some boy loves me now.” 
She smiled ; he shook his handsome head 
And made a courtly bow. 


“Tt isn’t I,” he said to her, 
“ Altho’ I'd like the job, 
I really choke when | think of the bloke 
Who kissed that golden nob.” 
Shakespeare and Cvcoa, 
* 

“WHICH way did the general and his staff go, my man?” in. 
quired an excited officer, at manccuvres, to raw militiaman, “Ther 
gen'ral,” said the militiaman, saluting awkwardly, “went down 
thar, sir, with a lot of other off'cers, but he weren't a-carryin’ nu 
stafl, sir.” *.° 


Overheard in “ Sloper Arms.” 

Spifin. Stand us a drink, ALLY. 

Ally, Allright ; glass ot bitter here, please. 

Npifin, No; Vd rather have—. 

Al/y, Beggars can’t be choosers, my friend. 

Spiphn, That's just where youre wrong, Mr. SLOPER. Every 
beggar has the choice between the workhouse and the gaol, and, 
after one trial of the former, he generally chooses the latter. And 


now let me have a drop of * Unsweetened,” cold. 
zs? 


* 
“Wuo's that fellow in the cart?” interrogated a town cousin. 
* That's the carrier,” returned his country cousin, |“ The carryher' 
Considering there's a man in his cart, 1 should think you ought to 


es € 
* 


Devoted Father. It will be your birthday on Saturday, Harold. 
What would you like for a present? 

Harold (only boy and much apoiled), Humph! Lemmesee. | 
—don—know. (Suddenly pleasant recollections recur to him). Oh, 
yes! I'll have another Godfather, please, dad, and then I'll get 
another big silver mug. ee 

= 


SPORDLE took his little boy out fora Sunday morning walk— 
before the “houses” were open, you know—last week, and, crossing 
a field, the youngster drew his father’s attention to some fungi. 
“What are those, dada?” he inquired. “They are toad-stools, 
my dear,” was the reply. The boy cogitated for a minute, and then 
said, * Toad’s tools, dada ! What do they make with them?” 


* 

I ASKED my coiffeur, t’other day, 
To cut my hair and fringe it. 

He said, “ Your head is full of seuré ; 
You'd better let me singe it.” 

But | felt sure he must be wrong, 
And told him uP to pin it, 

For my dear hub had said that morn 
That 1 had nothing in it. 


= 
“WHAT has poor little Edie got?” asked the lady visitor. “ She 
has pneumonia,” replied the fond mother. * Boohoo-hoo-hoo '"’ 
cred Tommy, in the corner. “What is the metter, Tommy: ” 
chorussed the family. “Why, it’s too bad. Boohoo! Edie is 
always havin’ xew things, and 1 have to wear dad's old ones, cut 
up. Boohoo-hoo-hoo !” *.* 


Overheard ina S.E. Railway Carriage. 
First Passenger. Sir, you ain't no gentleman. 
Second Passenger. Y raps you ain't no judge. 
First Passenger. Oh, yes, | ham! : 
Second Passenger. Ham, indeed! I thought as ow you wasa'‘oz! 
ss 


* 
IT was calm, sweet moonlight. It was winter, but the mild, 
sweet, western breeze was in the air. And she looked from her 
window, Ah! poor maiden, poor fond maiden! bitterly deceived. 
He had not come! Of course, they never do come. That's the way 
with all manner of crime. Hedid not loveher! Heloved another! 
And who was she? That I cannot tell. He had come— To fetch 
away the half-and-half dinner beer cans from off the blooming, as 
ever was, airey railings, Tragedy, tragedy !—with a little angos- 
tura in it. *,* 


ScENE—Jn a Hansom Cab. 

Little Boy. What does the gee-gee have for his dinner, mamma? 

‘Mamma. The gee-gee does not have any dinner, my dear 

Little Boy (remembering an incident in the past). Oh! then I 
suppose he fas an egg to his tea. 
= 

s 

“On. yes,” exclaimed Brown, “young Poliskey is a wonderful 
linguist. [ heard him say the other day, that he would undertaks 
to master any tongue in six months.” “1 know one that be 
wouldn't master in six years,” observed Smith. “Indeed |” said 
Brown, “What's that?” “ My wife's tongue,” replied Sinith, with 
@ grin ** 


HE said, “ Farewell,” and then he sighed ; 
He sighed to her, and said, “ Farewell. : 

He said, “ Farewell,” to her his bride — 

His simple, loving Neil. 

He said, * Farewell.” and then she tried 
To squeeze a silent, silent tear. 

She said, * | won't—! wont, beside 
I’ve got to fetch the master’s beer.” 


* 
“| THINK,” said ALLY, “that there's nothing left for me but to 
p There was a certain amount 
There was a pause, % lot of 
sweetly —" Ot 


course, dear ALLY ; but then, don't you see, the worst of it is that 


Then was 


Wounded and to spare. And the sobs that he shed! The ee 
Ah, well a day - 


LOPER’S ART UNION. 


The next picture to be yiven to one of the readers of ' M 
DAY,” ts an oil painting by J. YATES CARKINGTON, measuring 60 in, *° 
a massive yold frame, and entitled, 


“TEUFEL THE TERRIER.” 


Make ONE APPLICATION ONLY, On sending an Envelope scith this agai 
ment inclosed, together with nour Name and A tires any time berore December 3. 
Address—" ALLY SLOPER'S ART UNION,” . 
“THE SLOPERTES,” 99 Shee Lane. Lonion, E.C 
pam. and 6 p.™ 


Oe° Tits Licture ison View every Friday asternoon between 3 


Saturday, November 22, 1890.] 


TOOTSIE CONSULTS THE DOCTOR. 


—— 


Yrs. dears, if sou want to have a nice ery and alsoa good laugh. | 


tube my advice, and make the acquaintance of dear old) Doctor 
Latimer and his) two 
charming daughters, 


Avenue Theatre, 

At the same time, you 
will meet with George 
the poor deformed choir- 
mister, and Mark, the 
young man with the 
wicked wife, and the 
wicked wife as well, to 
whom, of course, you, 
and all other perfect 
ladies, would not speak 
as you passed by, and 
Bamfield, the every day 


young man, and Scol- 
lick the doctor's gar- 


dener, who likes a drop 
o' good beer, he do. 

Mr, Carton has, before 
this, done some good 
work, mostly in partner- 
ship, I think. As, for 
instance, The Pointsman 
and The Great Pink 
Pearl but Shadow and 
Sunlight is so far his 
chef deurre, 1 don't 
think very much of 
the title, which, some- 
how, seems old, because 
it reminds one, perhaps, 


Maud : 
MAUDE MILLETT. 


Mr. H. Bamfield: 
BEN WEBSTER. and Sunlight through 
the Clouds, and some 
other pieces with names of that kind, and I don't care for the 
poster, but it is a delightful piece, full of tenderness and delicate 
humour, and that is what we want. 

There was once, the Dook Snook tells me, a memorable night at 
the little Prince of Wales’ Theatre when Caste was produced, and 
so won the hearts of the critics of that time, that they wept upon 
one another's shoulders, The critics nowadays don’t weep much, 
except when very tipsy, but since then, several plays, upon 
the Robertsonian pattern, have done very well. Our Bays nay be 
said to be much on his lines, and Zhe Two Roses decidedly is, and 
also Sweet Lavender, There can be little doubt that Mr. Carton's 
prevty play will 
ring in the good 
money. 

The story is simple. 
Latimer is a countr 
doctor, with two chil- 
dren of the female per- 
suasion, who have two 
lovers = baie each, - 
mean, though, properly 
peaking, one eagihd 
two, only she does not 
know it. But [ antici- 
pitee Maud, the 
youngest girl, is a bit 
spoilt by her sister and 
pa, and it is the every 
day young man who... 
spoons her. Likewise ° * 
does he goas faras to 
kiss the same. “I’m 
almost surprised,” 
sayeth the maiden, for 
some maidens take a 
lot of surprising, | have 
been told. 

The every day young 
man, desirins to marry 
the maiden, consults 
the doctor, who, think- 
ins it is as a patient, 
behaves a3 a doctor 
wonld do under the 
circumstances, stop- 
ping short, however, of Pa 
teeth drawing, stomach pump and amputation. This elicits the 
blush from the young man, and the amused chuckle from the 
audience, 

The elder daughter. which her name is Helen, loves one Mark. 
who in the past had married a certain Janet of uncertain morals. 
whom, however, he erroneously supposes to have gone down in 
the wreck of an ocean steamer when tlying from the domestic roof 
with the bold, bad man of her choice (necessarily not Mark). Of 
course you can understand, if you have been once or twice to the play 
that like Jack Robinson, the wicked wife has not been dead at all, 
but turning up, and calling on the doctor, and finding the key of a 
bureau where he has deposit«d his bullion, is in the act of nailing 
it wheneuter Helen. The lady thief tlies at her throat, and Janet's 

husband rushing in to 


NUTCOMBE GOULD. MaRIon TERRY. 


PaaS: ae ae the rescue, finds himself 
Hiss ee cee RN face to face with his 
RN es dead wife. 


Under these circum- 
stances he bes that she 
miy be let off, and when 
she is gone, droopsaway, 
deeply dejected, by the 
back door. Helen's 
marriage then is broken 
off, but the crippled 
choirmaster deeply loves 
her, and pops accord- 
ingly. Helen gently but 
firmly shuts him up. He 
closes accordingly, but 
a letter arrives to say 
that by this time the 
bad wife is really dead, 
and Mark free. This 
news is known only to 
him, and Mark is about 
to depart for foreign 
parts. Helen returns to 
the room to mention 
that though she can 
never love the cripple, 
she after all might as 
well have him as no- 
thing; but the noble 
minded choirmaster will 
not allow the sacrifice, 
and hands her over to 
Mark. The acting is of 
the very best all round. though, to describe who lays which, gets a 
bit pu-zling, for instance, George is George, and Maude is Maud, but 
Marion is Helen,and Ada is Janet. Never mind, go and see the 
new play at the Avenue, all the same; you will like it. George 
Alexander, Nutcombe Gould, Yorke Stephens and Ben Webster 
acted splendidly. By the way, dears. | have seen that mysterious 
and handsome foreien prince again. What can my fate be? 


Janet Felton: 
ADA NEILSON. 


Mark Denzil: 
YORKE STEPHENS, 


Helen and Maud, at the | 


of Shade and Shadows, | 


ALLY CLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


TWENTY SLOPER 
KREYLESS WATCHES 
| GIVEN AWAY EVERY WEEK. 


| Cut out and fill in the Label printed below, and post it to 


THE “SLOPER™ WATCH DEPARTMENT, 
* The Sloperics,” 99 Shoe Lane, London, E.C. 


. 


" Ally Sloper's Half-Holiday,” November 22nd, 1890. 


Name 
| Address 
| 
! 
| 
| 


Age 


Occupation, if any 
How many times applied 


How long a Purchaser of 
the “ Half-Holiday"’ 


The List for this week will close on Tuesday evening nezxt, 
November 2th, The List for November Vth will’ be published in 
the * HALF-LLOLIDAY” for November 29th. 


224th WEEK. 
LIST FOR NOVEMBER 8th. 


“Sloper” Watches have been given to the following :— 


| 1, JOHN W. BALDWIN, Clerk, 12 Cambria Road, Loughboro’ Junction. Age, 
2U years. Subseriber—5 years, 50 weeks. LONDON. 
2. ELLEN BOORMAN, Laundress, Care of Mrs, Grunsell, Bittace Cottage, Mill 
Hill. Age, 37 vears, Subseriber—5 years, 44 weeks. LONDON. 
3. EDWARD EMMS, Publican, “Guy's Arms,” Nelsun Street. Aye. 51 vears, 
Subscriber years, | month, 1 week, LONDON, 
4 FRANCIS RICHARD DILLON, Schoolboy, 3 Well Street, Hockley. Age, 
14 years. Subscriber — 5 years, 21 weeks, BIRMINGHAM, 
5. ROSA FISHER, 106 Westgate. Age, 13 years. Bubecriber—y years, 
BRADFORD, 
6. M. J. NICHOLSON, Bank Official, Victoria Lodge, Blackrock. Age, 66 years, 
Subscriber since commencement, DUBLIN, 
7. WILLIAM PIERCE, Schoolboy, 104 Orsett Road, Grays Hall. Age, 13 years. 
Subscriber— 5 years, GRAYs. 


8. GEORGE HILLS, Gas Stoker, 74 Thames Street. Age, 34 years, Subsacri- 
ber—5 years, 15 weeks, GREENWICH. 

9. JESSE HA Labourer, High Street. Age, 29 veare, Subscriber—5 
years, 35 cM hd HAMPTON WICK. 


10, SARAH ANN CACKETT, “Pears'" Soap Factory, 3 Aibion Terrace, Albion 
Road. Aye, 15 years. Subscriber—siuce November, 1886. 


HOUNSLOW. 

11, JONN LOWE, Drayman, London Road. Age, 35 years. Subscriber—since 
commencement, HCRSTHIERVOINT, 

12. HARRY BROWN, Engine Driver, 10 Plevna Street. Aye, 36 vears, Sub- 
secriber- since February, 1885, ISLE OF DOGS, 

13, TOM EDWARDS, Traveller, 6 Gaywood Road, Age, 25 years. Subscriber 
—since commenceinent. KING'S LYNN, 

14. GEORGE TOWNSEND, Comedian, 5 Trinity Street. Age, 29 years, Sub- 
seriber— since commencement. NOTTINGHAM. 

15, ROSETTA KEMP, 5 Belle Vue Cottages, East Clif. Age, 19 years, Snb- 
seriber—5 vears, 18 weeks, RAMSGATE. 

16. C. PAYNE, Porter, 16 St. Mary’s Walk. Age, 26 years, Subscriber—since 
February, 1885, SCARBOROUGH. 

17. FRED JARVIS, Schoolboy, 198 Portland Road, Age, 12] years, Subscriber 
—S years, 9 nooniths, Ss. NORWOOD. 

18. WILLIAM SHARMAN, Engineer, Cleadon Water Works. Age, 43 years. 
Snbseriber—6 vi SUNDERLAND. 

19. ROBERT RUSSELL. Gunner, Coast Rrigade, R.A., Tynemouth Castle. Age, 
32 vears, Snbseriber-—5 years, 2 wionths, TYNEMOUTH. 

20. JOHN W. CANTRELL, Clerk, 11 Chestnut Cottages, Black Horse Lane, 
Age, 39 years, Subseriber—5 years, 9 months. WALTHAMSTOW, 


AMOROUS TRADESMEN. 
No. 15.—THE PASSIONATE UPHOLSTERER TO His Love, 


Ir thou art (t)ad/e just to spare 
One moment. list, ma chair, to me! 
Hearken, my suéte, to this my prayer, 
Hear what I’ve cot to say to thee. 


1 love thee with a love more blind 
Than ever mortal fe/t before ; 

In me, dear, no de-seat you'll find ; 
Give me my answer, I implore. 


The flush that mantels to thy cheek 
Tells me my love thou wilt not spurn, 

S», fa-irest maid, I pray thee speak ; 
lor one kind word from thee I burn. 


What, not a word of hope from thee ! 

Oh! canst thou carp at love like this? 
In curt an’ angry words to me 

Canst thou thus cvuch thy answer, mizs? 


Mug-ged my ways may be, but still 
How deep my love is no one knows, 
Yet, cruel girl, since ‘tis thy will, 
Thy lover now o-daize and goes, 


———_>—————_ 


AN UNFORTUNATE SUBSTITUTION. 


IT was one of those free entertainments provided by a mistaken 
set of enthusiasts for the purpose of sh the working man out 
of the local pub, The chairman was of the usual ty pe, and he made 
the usual opening speech, which commences with a relation of the 
rreat personal inconvenience the speaker has been at in order to 
be resent, and winds up by impressing upon the unfortunate 
audience the immense obligation they are under to the committee 
for week after week providing an entertainment of such quality, 

of such 2 ete, ete, 
| Unfortunately, this partienlar chairman, although a good speaker, 
was as deaf as: post, and, therefore, after he had announced that 
Mr. Screachemdown would sing “ May we Meet Again,” although 
that singer, having a slight cold, determined to warble instead 
“Oh, would that | were Far Away,” in order not to create a dis- 
turbance by shouting into the chairman's ear, that gentleman was 
kept in ignorance of the change. 

At the conclusion of the song, judging from the apparent delight 
of the audience that Mr. Screachemdown was a good acquisition, 
and thinking to pay him a graceful compliment, he now re- 
marked ; 

“ After the exhibition Mr. Screachemdown has given us of his 
vocal talent, I am sure we all heartily concur in hoping that he 
may attain the consummation of his wish as expressed in the song 
he has just sung, at the earliest possible date.” 

Mr. Screachemdown did not respond to the encore. 


YWOuUR CHARACTER TOLD. 


rices of a Graphologist of areat skill and talent hare been enyaged. Readers 
desiring a delineation of their character must send a letter of moderate length, 
signed with the usual signature, and accompanied by a stamped addressed envelope 
(with the writer's own address). All letters must be directed to— 


“ALLY SLOPER'S GRAPHOLOGIST,” 
“THE SLOPERIES,” 99 Shoe Lane, London, E.0. 


Answers will be posted direct to the addresses given on Envelopes. No notice will 
be taken of any communication not compluing with the above regulations, 
Owing fo the envrious number of letters received, answers cannot be guaranteed 
| within a mouth, bul will ve sorwarded as early us posable, 


| 
For the Renefit of the Readers of “ ALLY SLOPER'S HALP-HOLIDAY,” the ser- 


PN an tk ia te _ rattnanlntaihes eT OBR. 


ETHEL, THE !RONER. 
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“It's always the same when a man marries beneath him; some- 
thing unpleasant is bound to take place betore long.” 

Such, and suchlike, represented the criticism on Ethel Farm- 
borough's mar- 
riage with the son 
and heir of weal- 
thy Squire Elton. 

Ethel had been 
& governess in the 
house of the ree- 
tor,and her charm- 
ing face had 
played havoe with 
young Elton's sus- 
ceptible heart; 
and in spite of the 
determined oppo- 
sition of his fathee 
to the match, he 
determined to 
make her his wife, 
which he did. 

In the case in 
question, the arri- 
val of the “some- 
thing unpleasant” 
had been charac- 
terized id a pecu- 
liar exhibition of 
swiftness. It oc- 
curred during the 
honeymoon at 
Splashton-on-Sea, 
and took the shape 
of an inability on 
the part of Mrs. 
Elton to find her 
husband. 

Yes ; seven short days of married bliss,and the husband missing! 

Mr. Elton was last seen talking to a man in the private bar 
of the hotel in which he was spending his honeymoon, That 
was on the night of the seventh day of the time honoured imatri- 
monial necessity just mentioned. It was getting on for closing- 
time when the two men, between whom it was said, by a few loafers 
in the bar, that “high words” (the accepted title, it would seem 
for low words) were being freely exchanged, left the house and 
walked in the direction of the cliffs. 

Elton never returned to the hotel that night. Ethel sat up for 
him until the small hours of the morning began to grow into large 
ones, and then, in despair and her clothes, she threw herself upon 
the bed and sobbed her pretty head into that state of temporary 
insensibility which we have got into the habit of calling sleep. 

The next day, Splashton-on-Sea was alive with search-parties ; 
and in the course of the afternoon, Elton’s hat and cane, together 
with evidence of 
a violent strug- 
gle, were dis- 
covered “on the 
grass of the 
cliff,’ as the 
song = 8. 

‘ou 
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“ Foul play, I'm afraid.” 


lay 
Vm afraid” said 
the Splashton- 
on-Sea_ Police 
Force, shaking 
his head. And 
the whole town, 
including the 
distracted Ethel, 
took the same 
view, 

. * ¢ 
SCENE—The 
interior of a 
French laun- 
dress’ establish- 
ment in Soho. 

TIME—Siec 
months after the 
Satal night at 
Splashton - on - 
sea. 


Ethel, ina 
neat black dress, 
turned up all 
round, after the 
manner of ironers, is spreading out a shirt on the board before her 
preparatory to introducing it to the magic surface of the iron at her 

ide. All. at once a loud scream come: from Ethel. The girls turn 
‘rom their duties and rush to her aid. Ethel is speechless with 
excitement. She points to a name onthe shirt she has been 
ironing—* Elton!” Her husband's name! Her husband's shirt! 

She turns to “Elton” in Madame's book. She sees his address— 
06 Gower Street, W.C. There are three shirts down on the list 
some collars and handkerchiefs. She flies back to her work, and 
13 soon after seen leaving the establishment with a basket of clean 
clothes, * * * * * 

G i f tee please, sir, here’s your washing. One and ninepenceto pay.” 

“Ethel!” 

“ Husband!" 

“Well, it was this way, dearest,” he explained afterwards ; “that 
man I went away a 
with at Splashton- 
on-Sea was the 
brother of a dancer 
I got into a mess 
with in Paris. 
Before | met you 
I was st upid 
enough to promise 
to marry her. Her 
brother followed 
me up and threa- 
tened to expose 
me unless I[ left 
with him that 
night, kicked up 
the earth on the 
cliff, left my hat 
and cane there, 
and went to fulfil 
my promise. It 
was only a dodge 
to get money from 
me. I went to the 
guv’nor and asked 
him to square 
them. He did: 
but he disowned 
me into the_bar- 
gain. I went back 
to Splashton to 
find you. You 
had left. I came 
to London, obtained a clerkship in the City, and, by great good 
luck, sent my washing to Madame La Frille’s.” 

Squire Elton forgave when he heard the story, and, in the end, 
simopiitied matters by —well, to putay senthy—— hiehing: ont.” 


Her Lusbland's shirt. 
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“Here's your wasling.” 
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“ My horrid husband has been complaining 
again, dear. He says now that be considers 
my evening dress too low in the neck. I de- 


The young lady who always reads the “ HALY-HOLIDAY” | ; clare to you solemnly that the top of it is 

Bosky has been invited to a City hanquet, | hecause of the truthfulness with which the female form divine Hunting Man, Hullo, Tomskins! been increasing your stud, then! quite four inches from the waist. Men are 

but although possessing plenty of cheek, in his | {is depicted in its columns, “It's so awfully like us,” says she. | Tomskins (delightedly), Aw—er—yaas. | never satisfied."— Extract from Letter of a 
present condition he has not sufficient toatten, |“ Goudness only knows how they find out !" | Hunting Man, Ay! Got your spare horse, I see, now. | Young Lady. 


DISTINGUISHED PEOPLE INTERVIEWED BY A. SLOPER.—CHARLES HARRIS, Esq. 


@,° Miss Sloper will be delighted to receive photoyraphs from those 
of her friends whose portraits hare not yet been inserted. 


TOOTSIE’'S FRIENDS. 


Wi 


qd). Farly in the week A. SLOPER found himself behind the scencs of a well 
known West End theatre. “ Beg pardon, Mr. SLOPER,” said a stage carpenter, “was 
you looking for Mr. Charles? You was! All right, Mr. SLOPER, come this way— 
drv work, ours, Mr. SLOPER ;" but the Eminent’s countenance had a far-away look, 


can you do?" “Do, laddie! why just twopenn'orth.” “What the—how the—who 
the——! Oh, SLOPER, dear old boy, I did not recognize you!” “ Don't mention it! 
Tell me, Charles, how many pieces have you stage managed in your time ? if you propose 
running a theatre of your own shortly? and what you think of the profession as 4 


No. 157.—Miss A E “Werry nice canteen, downstairs!" “Damn the canteen, fellow! and lead on.” | whole ?”"——(4). “One moment, dear old boy, what do you think of that?” aud 
No, 157,—MISS ALICE HAMMACR. “Oh, all right, old beetroot ; go and find ‘im yerself !"——(2). Anon, after barking his | Mr. C. H. pointed to a metal panto. pepper box. “Splendid, laddie!" What why, 
wanes es shins in the gloom many a time and oft, till there was little left to bark, A.SLOPER | Iordered a medieval suit of armour, and the bally property man sent that down 
She's all I have to live for now. —The Dook Snook. ran againsta meee of the profession. | Pardon me, fair sir, can you direct me to | instead—but, Byte ys you ought to just let anes ee Oe at etd ose 8 
“A mighty . . s . wo Mr. Charles Harris?” “I can; but seek him not, 'tis useless; he has offered me, minute.”——(5). And he dexterously enveluped the Mouldy Headed One in the “ prop.. 
mighty torrent could not quench my passion.” —Lord ub. me, Henry FitzCorker, an engagement in the crowd !"——(3). “ Ah, there you are, | cluckling as he did so, Hours after, when night was well on its way towards dawn, 

“1 can suppress my hopeless love no longer.”— The Hon. Billy. | laddie!" "This from A, SLOPER. “ Well,” said Mr. Charles Harris, coldly, “ what | and he was released, he found Mr. Charles Harris had gone none knew whither. 

sential ae sp : = d sipaal miter eer 


McPARRITCH’S CURE FOR MELANCHOLY. 
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(1). Since his recent cold, the Laird has given way very much, (2). When a voice behind him roared with emphasis, “ Git oot, ye (3). And when the dear Elder askel the reason of it, all MocParritch said was, “The beast has 
He was wandering about the loch tl.c other day brandy nosed mussel!" nae right tae gang aboot with a face like that.” 
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EATRE ROYAL ST-STEPHENS. 
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o61e-Pealls - Big Break: : 
2 AE Scobbey: “Burrs. 
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Same-old -Skow + 


OUR WEEKLY WHIRLIGIG. 


What horrible wea—! No! confound it all, I won't dilate on that mouldy worn out old topic , heard, 'tis true, But cloud signs seem to us quite new :—The Eminent took tov much groq, And got 
any further, I feel sure my readers are sick of it, and | know Lam. Well, well, Pariiament is about himself mixed with the fog:—A lady fair, with deadly aim, Brought down a doctor of arcat 
meeting, so we shall have a topic worth discussing before long. For the present let us be satisfied | fame :—The Glasgow hatter Gladstone spurns, And states that Scott could cat up Burns :—A show 
with the following :—Here you are, gents, the old, old game, A& in the past, they're now the same s— | the Yankecs would call “tall,” Was the belief of one and all.—Some of the old man’s adventures 
Week after week, the gallant Peall, Does wondrous billiard powers reveal :—Of sky signa we have \ areamusing. The incident in my centre illustration is a fact—THE SLOPERIAN SHOWMAN. 


A SMART RETORT. 


The above is not all this parrot can say. His language at times 
takes Mrs, Sloper’s hair vut of curl. 


ny 
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Young Widow. Ah, Tt.ink it is best after all to look after number one, Flora. | She. I was dreaming of Chorlie last night. 
Flora, Do you think sv, ivar’ Why, I thought you were looking out for number two. He (jealous), How borrid! iidn't von feel uncomfortable ? 


{ 
“Hullo, Guv‘nor ! ‘why, you've only got half a horse there; left the | 
other half behind in the stable, ain't yer?” 
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ALLY-CAMPANE. | THERE is still yet another vocation open to the fair sex in the 


——— 
KEEP YOUR EYE ON DECEMBER 8TH! 
HAVING lured youon by last we k's announcement dre“ ALLY 
i's CHEISTMAS ILOLIDAYS,” we shallagain this week divulge 
further secrets in 
connection with 
the contents of 
this marvellous 
production, Up 
to quite recently, 
everybody —sup- 
posed there 
never was a song 
in this world 
that could take 
the public like 
“Queen of My 
Heart "— Alfred 
Cellier’s charm- 
ing composition, 
which Hayden 
Coflin sang for 
hundreds of 
nights in 
Dorothy, to the 
rapturous de- 
light of his 
hearers. A. 
SLopreR doesn’t 
like to prophesy 
too much, but 
Alfred Cellier 
has composed an 
awfully sweet 
song for the “CHRISTMAS HOLIDAys,” which, if he mistakes not, 
will be a close second to “ Queen of My Heart.” The words are by 
Thomas Dekker (A.D. 1638), and it is called “The Happy Heart.” 
The simplicity of the song is, perhaps, its greatest clara: The 
words, “Canst Drink the Waters of the crisp-ed Spring ? Oh, sweet 
content!” puzzled ALLY a bit at first, but time heals all things, 
and the Old Man now warbles “The Happy Heart” very nicely to 
Evelina’s accompaniment. More revelations next week ; mean- 
time, bear in mind that twopence is the price, and December 8th 
the day. es 
* 


£1:1:0 and the “SLOPER AWARD orf MERIT” have been 
presented to A, Durrus, St. James’ Villas, Woodlands, Isleworth, 
for the best nursery rhyme, having for its first line the words, “A 
Retiring Lord Mayor named Isaacs.” 
A retiring Lord Mayor named Taaacs, 
Asa warbler of songs gained some fame. 
He sings, “ Blest is the man 


Who geta all that he can, 
And makes his office a good paying game!" 


. 

De qustilits non disputandum. The charming and accomplished 
(presumed) daughter of Judge Phelps, of New York, is about to 
bestow her pretty hand upon no 
more important an individual 
than her coachman, As the 
romantic young lady will in- 
herit a large fortune, New York 
society is greatly disturbed at 
the news ; and the impecunious 
dudes, who were wont to flutter 
around the heiress, have re- 
ceived a severe shock to their 
vanity. We do not blame the 
damsel! for preferring an inmate 
uf her father’s servants’ hall to 
a dude. bat surely a maiden 
moving in good society, and, 
ahove all, possessed of the 
dollar that is almighty, might 
have found someone willing to 
espouse her who occupies a 
more elevated position in the 
social ecale. ut, there, we 
cannot prude into the heart of 
Miss P. bel Bs, or all might be 
clear. As Byron says, 

* Alas! the love of woman it isknown 
To bea lovely and a fearfal thing.” 


. 

A. SLOPER begs respectfull 
to call the attention of his 
friends and enemies toa 

ublished by The Leadenhall 

ress, entitled, “Never hit a Man named Sullivan !” This most 
amusing work is written by Mr. A. Dewar Willock, M.J.I., the 
author of “Captain Gregory‘’s Leg,” and “John Munchen’s Liver,” 
both of which have appeared in “Sloper’s Select Library.” Good- 
ness only knows what the letters M.J.1. mean after Mr. Willock’s 
name. We've tried hard to solve the mystery, but must give it 
up asa bad job. If Mr. Cock goes on in this extraordinary way, 
he may have to put F.0.8, after his name as well. He'd better 
be careful. es 

s 


GENTLEMEN anxious to join A. SLOPER'S Expedition for the 
Relef of Emin’s Ivory and other Philanthropic Motives, should 
send in their names at once to “ The Sloperies.” 

Lod 


s 

Mr. FRANK WYATT is to be congratulated upon the manner in 
which his first attempt at dramatic authorship was received by the 
public upon the first 
night of its production 
at Toole’s Theatre, 
under the management 
of Miss Violet Mel- 
notte. Despite the fact 
of its rotten basis and 
clumsy stage devises, 
the audience appeared 
to thoroughly enjoy it, 
and roared with merri- 
ment, when a lad 
hardly out of his teens, 
to escape being forced 
into marriage with the 
daughter of his guar- 
dian, marries the lat- 
ter’s mother, a woman 
of sixty, and, forth- 
with, devotes himself 
to the task of reveng- 
ing himself upon the 
former taskmaster by 
sending him to 
early and setting him 
impositions. The part 
of thestory from which 
. the piece is named 
deals with the fortunes of the other ward, who, in order to retain 
the affection of his romantic lady love, promises to enlist, but at 
the last moment induces a drunken lout to take his nameand place, 
and retires into hiding—at Highgate. This, of course, leads toa 
series of misunderstandings, which, however, a minute's rational 
conversation would have explained. Go, reader, go to Toole’s by 
all means, and if you can swallow all the incongruities with which 
the farce abounds, you cannot fail to be amused. 


United States. Ladies who are well up in the art of baby talking 
are at a premium in that 
country, and can name al- 
most any sum as remuner- 
ation for their services. 
We are not alluding to 
females who possess the 
fascinating, though rather 
bewildering, art of talking 
to babies, of which the 
following style is, perhaps, 
a true specimen :—“ Did 
‘um, did ‘um, make ‘um 
cry? such a ‘iddle chap; 
Let his papy hold him, 
while his mammy gets the 
pap.” No, the infantile 
fk which is at present in 
great demand in the States 
is that of the incorrigibl - 
youngster of about three or 
four years of age. The tone 
and manners of the child, 
when speaking, must be 
exactly imitated, and mem- 
bers of the fair sex, who 
feel themselves capable of 
undertaking this task, have 
only to apply to Edison, 
to receive immediate en- 
gagement. The services 
required of them will be to ot) 
speak into the phonographs recently manufactured forthe baby dolls. 
% 


- 

SCARCELY able to hold up our heads, having apologized so often 
for the quotations from that hideous work, the “ Encyclopedia 
Sloperica,” we once more crave the indulgence of our readers. 
i Wednesday, November 5th, will be printed in next year's Diaries in 
large letters in consequence of the visit of that Unsweetened 
Germ, the Friend of Anyone and Anybody, to the Marylebone 
Theatre, to witness the presentation of a new banner to the 
‘Hand and Heart’ Lodge. Sunday, November 9th, will, when 
Mr. Froude writes the history of the Sloperian Era, want a page to 
itself. The conduct of that Over Ripe Banana, my sire, at the 
demonstration held on behalf of the Australian Strike Fund, has 
made Bill Ab yey and me give up all hope of his ultimate reforma- 
tion. Would the end were near n Be 


Ir is not true that Mr. H. M. Stanley washes his dirty linen with 
“Sloper’s Soap.” *\* 


Wao wrote General Booth's book, “In Darkest England”? 
When, some time ago, a volume appeared, entitled, “How | Lost 
£250,000 in Two 
Years "—supposed 
to be written by 
the Jubilee Plun- 
ger—there was a 
rush for the work 
until it was dis- 
covered that the 
Juggins had not 
written a line of 
the work, which 
had really been 
compiled in the 
darkest part of 
Grub Street. Has 
the wily chief of 
the Shrieking 
Brotherhood em- 
ployed the same 
imaginative _nu- 
thor to put into 
decent English 
the “General's” 
clever plan for 
obtaining control 
of a gigantic sum 
of money? Who 
knows? Whether 
his scheme will 
be productive of 
f° remains to 

proved ; but certain it is that the work is exciting a good deal 
of attention. and that the approval of the Prince of Wales, and 
many high ecclesiastical diznitaries, is a thumping big advertise- 
ment for it. The date of publication of The Eminent's great work, 
“In Darkest Fleet Street,” is not yet definitely settled. 


* 
* 


= 
IT was extremely gratifsing to the F.0.M. to see the up- 
turned faces of the Crimean Heroes as they rolied up Fleet Street 
on Lord Mayor's Day in open carriages, admiring the beau- 
tiful decorations SLOPER had garnished Fleet Street with. Of 
the Ham and Beeferies we have said enough pereaye too much for 
some people—but we must not overlook the unique decorations 
which hung across Fleet Street, between “ Anderton's Hotel" and 
the “Green Dragon” opposite. Mr. Warman, the proprietor of the 
latter hostelry, is well known to the Family—in fact, it was in his 
house that Mr. McGooseley partook of his farewell drink be- 
fore being run in. It was, so to speak, the last straw on 
McGooseley’s back. oe 
s 

ACCORDING to a contemporary, tights are the correct and 
warmest articles for ladies’ winter wear. This is pleasurable in- 
formation and has brought broad 
grins to the faces of the majority 
of the SLOPERIAN staff. There 
is something very attractive in 
the sight of a pretty pair of 
tights—especially when they en- 
case something shapely in the 
way of limbs; and_ before long 
we shall undoubtedly see a sort 
of rivalry spring up in some of 
our theatres between ladies of 
the audience and ladies of the 
ballet as to whom shall appear 
in the most elaborate and taste- 
fully designed fights. Of course, 
if ladies take to wearing the gar- 
ments in the streets, such theatres 4 
as the Alhambra and EmpireS7 
must speedily close their doors 2.7 
or alter their style of entertain- 
ment, for tights will become as 
common as rats in a sewer, and 
theatre-goers will not be inclined 
to pay to see them—liberal as 
the display may be. 
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SMITH, of Birmingham, pro- 
poses, alone and unaided, to 
plunge into the depths of darkest 
Africa on an exploring expedi- 
tion, and only requires the sum 
of £150 to carry out this enterprise. This is real modesty, and is 
indeed worthy of a scion of the House of Smith, who have always 
been noted for their unassuming manners, Wi'l any Stopenite 

1 oblige the valiaut Sinith? 


(Saturday, November 22, 1890, 
A CHRONICLE OF CURIOUS EVENTs, 


A CALENDAR FOR THE WEEK ENDING NOVEMBER 2970, 1890, 
—— 


23rd November, 1890.—The hatter’s festival is held on 
this, St. Clement’s Vay. The pirase * wide-awake ” hats originated 
in the witty saying of someone who called the felted hats by thi 
name because they never had a nap. 


a 
24th November, 1824.—On this day a small and very old 
tenement in whicn John Milton once lived was burnt down, It 
was a tailor’s when the pe lodged there, and a hairdresser's when 
Georroyed by fire. The back part of the Punch Office now occupies 
ts site. 
| ee ee ee ee a 
25th November, 1854.—On this day died Dr. Kitts,a most 
painstaking and industrious contributor to the Penny Magazine 
and other well known publications, [n his thirteenth year, whilst 
in the employment of his father, a builder, he was stepping from 
the highest rouud of a ladder with a load of slates on to the roof 
of a house, when his foot slipped, and he fell from a height of 
jhoarGve feet on toastone pavement. No bones were broken, but 
he bled profusely at the nose and mouth. Fora fortnight he lay 
unconscious. When he recovered, he wondered at the silence: 
round him, and, asking for a book, was answered by signs and 
writing on a siate. “Why do you not speak?” he gasped, in 
terror. The fatal truth could not be concealed, “You are deaf.” 
the same hand wrote again. Poor Kitts remained stone deaf till 
the day of his death. 


Bs 

26th November, 1836.—John Loudoun Macadam, the great 
improver of roads, died this day, aged 81. Before his time, the 
highways were for the most part ina terrible state, and his system 
having been adopted, the traveller bowling along on the smooth 
turnpike road in stage coach, chaise or gig, had every reason to 
bless the great Macadamiser. 


27th November, 1827.—The following inscription is, or 
was lately, on wu tombstone at Ivy Churchyard, in Kent. 
(LITERAL CopPyY.] 
Tn Memory of 
HANNAH MARGARET, 
Daughter of Matthew and Hannah B——, who died November 27th, 1827, 
Aged 5 years. 
Great his our greif, 
Great was her pain, 
Great his our loss, 
Great Ais her gain. 
Also near this place lieth the remains of two of their infants. 
In Sevenoaks churchyard was the following :— 
Epitaph. 
Grim death took me without any warning ; 
I was well at night, aud dead at ning in the morning. 


—_—_ 

28th November, 1828.—A lamentable accident occurred 
this day at Naples. ‘Ihe cupola of the church of Torre del Greco 
fell down with a tremendous crash, and not less yan tifty persons 
were killed on the spot, besides a number wounded. 

29th November, 1865.—Van Amburgh, the lion tamer, 
expired at_ Philadel pnia this day. “Were you ever afraid?” the 
Duke of Wellington once asked him. “The first time I am afraid, 
your Grace,” replied the lion tamer, “or that I fancy my pupils are 
no longer afraid of me, I shall retire from the wild beast line.” 
After having had his head bitten off in the newspapers halfadozen 
times, he did retire, and died quietly in his bed. 


NO MODESTY THERE. 

THEY were both young, aud she was fair, and as they wandered 
hand and hand through the woodland glades, the sun shone Ins 
brightest, all Nature seemed in sympathy with them, and the 
very songs of the birds seemed to tell of love. Suddenly dropping 
upon the knees of his Sunday thirteen-and-sixpennies, he poured 
out his passionate entreaty to her to become his bride. And when, 
with all the sweet shyness attendant upon the circumstances, shir 
told him he might hope, he sprang exultingly to his feet, and, 
clasping her shrinking form in his strong embrace, covered her 
tempting face with passionate kisses, saying, “ Do not blush, dar- 
ling, remember you have given mv the right.” For a moment the 
fair young girl spoke not, her happivess, rhaps, overpowerin< 
her: then, vestling close to him and hiding her littie face upon lis 
shoulder, she answered, in tones which broke like music upon his 
ears, “ Ori right, Charlie, ver needn't stint the ‘choppers, fur fer 
I shud ‘urt meself a-blushin’; [ain't bin a hartist’s model fur close 
on six year without gettin’ over that little ‘abit.” 

Then did the spirit of romance take wing. 


WHY ? ' 
THE Office Pote has so far recovered as to be able to resume his 
literary duties in connection with this journal ; but if the follow- 
ing is to be taken as a fair specimen of the work he is at present 
turning out, we have doubts—grave doubts—as to his complete 
recovery from the dastardly attacks which for three weeks une 
hinged hits mind :— 
Why does he bow with a courtly grace, 
When advancing to meet the maid? 
Why doves he tenderly press her hand ?— 
He loves her, I’m afraid. 


Why, when he suddenly seats himeelf, | - 
Does he spring, with a curse, in the air? 
Simply because that young brother of hers 

Has planted a tack in the chair. 


: HOW HE WORKS IT. Lois 
HAVE you ever noticed the way the average man takes hes 
meats out of the automatic boxes on the railway platforms? its au : 
an amusing little study. Watch him as he glances, with Ore ate 
carelessness, around to see if anyone 1s looking, and as bees 
happens to bea few hundred people on the platform, he aii 
imagines that all eyes are directed towards him. Gees a 
approaching the machine, he pretends to be deeply absor its ae 
contemplation of its manufacture—purely out of idle f ein 
course. A man passes and he starts guiltily away, as ss i ee 
the perpetration of some awful crime, | The coast being ¢ " a eo 
he backs towards it, and, leaning against it fora moment a 
holds his paper in one hand whilst he passes the ot per peel 
back, giving those persons who happen to observe ie Frutied 
sion that he is attending tothe fastening of his braces. P B abeelot 
about, for two or three minutes, in a vain endeavour to Me Said 
but is still unsuccessful when his train comes in. In dese nen GE 
round and, forcing in his penny, opens the drawer, an tas eathe 
daring to look up, rushes wildly from the scene of his cr! ‘aoe 
other end of the platform, in order to find a vacant compar 
which he can enjoy his hardly won confection, 
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Saturday, November 22, 1890.) 
A GREAT PUBLIC PROTEST. 


1A mere contemporary of ours—a paper called The Daily Telegraph, in point of 
actin a leader ona certain French dancer, says that be was probably “no 
{wre a real personage than our English ALLY SLOPER !” 


Mr. Sloper (reading his 
morning paper), 
“HERE! what is this I 


& . 
belt suffering from 


The D.T. which doubtless 
fancies it a guide is. 
It would seem vhat pre- 
cious print, 
As o'er it | now squint, 
Casts a doubt: upon my 
bcing’s bona fides! 


In this leader it implies, 
In sneering, sceptic wise, 
That some mere Continental 
lagi ile 
Some giddy Gallic mime, 
Who knew naught of the 
Sublime— 
Was no more real than Eng- 
land's ALLY SLOPER! 


Net real! just fancy 
that, 
For one whose gamp and 
hat 
Are objects of the deepest 
veneratiou— 


For one whose nose and nous 
Are the theme in every house— 
In the Uritish—yea, and every other nation. 
A pretty thing to say 
Of ME, who, day by day, 
Form a beacon of bright bliss to every hoper ; 
And yet that bare-faced print— 
The D.7.—dares to hint 
That an Unreal Thing is England's ALLY SLOPER! 


TOO TRUE! 

“THERE are some men who are really good men,” said Mrs. 
Spillikin, “but then they are so few and tar between—like the 
policemen when you want them. The only really g-od husband 
that | ever knew committed suicide because he couldn't raise sufti- 
cient to insure himself for £20,000 for the benefit of his mother-in- 
jaw, in the event of his death. And even he was caught proposing 
to devote an afternoon to honey-pots and hunt-the-slipper with 
the third cousins—female side—of his wife's uncle. You never 
know what men really are till they come home from a ‘smoker’ 
and you stand over ‘em with a husband-beatcr.” 


SMART BOY! 
“ Dap,” said young Sharpshins,“ what is the difference between 
a torn tlag and a worn out sixpence?” “Give it up, my boy.” 
“Why. one is a tattered banner, and the other a battered tanner.” 


SLOPER’S PRESENTS. __ 


Cut out and fill in the Label printed below, expressing a wish 
what you are in want of, and post it to:— 
ALLY’S “ PRESENT” DEPARTMENT, 
“ The Sloperies,” 99 Shoe Lane, London, E.C. 
s* 


«* Applicants must write distinctly in left-hand corner of 
Encelupe whether it isa Lady or Gentleman applying. 


“Ally Sloper's Half-Holiday,” November 22nd, 1890. 


Address 


Wail eee eee 


© “Sloper Watches” will not be given. 
199th WEEK. 
LIST FOR NOVEMBER 8th. 


The following “Presents” have been made :— 


1, MARION HUGHES, 11 Don View, MEXBOROUGH. 
A PURSE. 

2. ALFRED STENNER, 99 Great Dover Street, LONDON. 
A BANJO. 


TOOTSIE’S MATRIMONIAL AGENCY. 


Advertisements will be inserted in this 
cnmn Sree of charge, provided the 
Nuder's Nameand Address are inetlosed, 
wt for publication, but as a guarantee 
“f good faith, Tootsie undertakes ta 
forward, unopened and post-free, all 
letters received in reply to the adcer- 
tesements, Address— 

TOOTSIE, “MATRIMONIAL AGENCY,” 
“THE SLOPERIES,” 
99 Shoe Lane, London, E.C, 


BEE. aged 19, tall and fair, considered 

&@ good figure, would like to correspoml 
with a gentleman with a view to matrimony. 
He must be tall and dark, from 26 to 30 years of 
ave. Please send photo, which will be returned, 
-Adilress—“ BEE,” Tootsie’s Matrimonial Agency. 


A PROFESSIONAL GENTLEMAN, 
agel 25, considered good lookin, in very 
Fol position, would like to correspond with 
pretty young lady or young widow. 
Tuotsie’s Matrimonial Agency. 


FLORENCE (Aged 23). 
Please inclose photo. 


Address—“ LEX,” 


JQULALIE, aged 17, wishes to correspond with a gentleman. 
ae Must he tall and good looking, and able to keepa wife. Eulalie is tall, 
Sark Diisical. and thoroughly domesticated. Please inclose phote, which will 
; rettrued if not approved of, in strict confidence, tv—“ EULALLE,” Toutsie’s 
“aritnonial Agency, 


YOUNG GENTLEMAN, fair, 5 ft. 10 in. good prospects, 
u would like to correspond with a young lady not over 21. Fair preferred. 


Tast be musical. Write, inclo-ing photo (which will be returned), to—" HARRY,” 
Tootsie’s Matrimonial Agency. : " : 


L!22!£, aged 29, would like to correspond, with view to matri- 
hony, with a young man about 23. Must be dark, fairly good looking and 


Father tall. Lizzie is rather tall, fair and guod luoking, Address—" Lizclk,” 
vutsie's Matrimonial Agency, 


- . 7 eer . a —- . 5 a . ar 
Y. would like to correspond with a lady of sincere nature and | 
good income. X.Y. is rather good looking, clever, fond of music, ete., 


rad, thoughtful, very affectionate and sincere. Aged 27. Address—*X, Y." 
‘vuorsie’s Matrimonial Agency, 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


THE EDITOR’S LETTER-BOX. 


= 
LAMMERBUIN, N.S.W., September 15th, 1890. 

Dear OLD BALD COOTE,—Does not your manly heart throb 
with pride beneath your variegated waistcoat to learn that so 
angelic a countenance as yours has penetrated the wilds of the 
Australian bush and haunts the haunts (lapsus penis) of the gay 

| and festive kangaroo, and bloodthirsty mosquito; that the bronze 
| visaged and booted stockmen eagerly anticipate the weekly arrival 
| of the * beetroot conked ” one’s pictorial journal ; and that they all 
| swear on the handles of their stockwhips that Tootsie is par exce/- 
| lence the Queen of Beauty, When you and Mrs, Sloper tire of high 
society, or properly speaking, when high society tires of you and 
Mrs. Sloper, then will | extend my arms and cry, * Welcome, clanny 
skeleton and ‘gin’ (wife), to my cool verandah, easy chair, best 
; tobacco;” but no, ALLY! not to my tantalus, for the combined 
effects of this tropical sun and distilled blue stone on thy gnarled 
and Napoleonic nose might result ina sequence of bush fires, and 
perchance act, like the matador's red scart on the bellowing bulls. 
with disastrous results to thee, O Friend of Man,a foe ot “ Auld 
Ciootie.” If you condescend to honour me with your august 
presence, don't forzet to bring Tootsie,and I am sure ma chére wil! 
soon forget the mashers of London town when on gallant steed, 
curvetting o'er the springy turf of England's * Koh-i-Noor,” she rides 
with me. So now adieu (atchew! | sneeze at you), with love to 
all,andan extra share to Mesdemviselles Longscox and Goodenough, 
Yours till death, GEORGE M. RICHARDSON. 


H.M. Customs, Norember 2nd, 1890, 

DEAR ALLY,—It has just been discovered in the Customs 
Departinent that sundry importations of spirits, entered as “ Un- 
sweetened,” are faintly sweetened and flavoured, with a view to 
defraud the Revenue. The officers, not being <kilful enough to 
detect the difference by tasting, have received orders to send 
samples to the laboratories for test by distillation. This involves 
much delay. Now, ALLY, with you in the Customs, distillation 
would be supertiuous. Jt is believed that tuat discriminating 
palate of yours would be more reliable in deciding between 
sweetened and “Unsweetened” than any scientitic instrumen:, 
and that your stomach wou!d hurl back with indigaation the 
counterfeit article. At the present moment we have no Surveyor- 
General of Customs, Why not make application for the post? 
Should your literary arrangements preclude your acceptance, on 
application at Lower Thames Street you would obtain the appoint- 
ment of Honorary Taster-General of “ Unsweetened” to Her 
Majesty's Customs. By virtue of your commission, you could then 
enter at leisure into any ship, bottom, boat or other vessel, and 
enter into any house, sho cel ar, warehouse, there to make diligent 
search for contraband “ft nsweetened,” and the same seize, not to 
Her Majesty's, but to your own and Mrs, Sloper's — eet 


SLOPER’S VAGARIES. 


No. 36.—HE KNows a TRICK WORTH TWO OF THE 
“ HIRB SYSTEM.” 


“I'm ashamed on you, SLOPER!” she murmured, with tears ; 
And “ As which?” queried SLOPER, astounded. 

“Why, to think,” said his wife,“ that, through all the long years 
Since in wedlockses bonds we was bounded, 

Like a prodigal son you have squanjered your brass 
In the downrightest recklessest manner, 

And left little Tootsie a-pining, poor lass ! 
Allin vain for a poultry peanner!” 


“Then, why,” said the Wreck, “ not inform me before?! 
For you knows jolly well, or you oughter, 

How wildly I seeks, howsomethough I be pore, 
For to grant every wish of my daughter. 

I'd have sold my best shirt and my night-cap, you bet, 
In the downrightest cheerfullest manner, 

I'd have pawned my best boots, had | knowed that my pet 
Was a-pining to git a peanner!” 


“Why, I've told you some hundreths of timeses before,” 
Said his wife, as her eyes she kept dusting ; 
And SLOPER responded, “1! wonders, ['m sure, 
How youcaz tell such fibs without busting ! 
Howsomenever, I*ll now set to work right away 
In the ‘tarnallest, artfullest manner, 
And my pretty one—bless her !—will pretty soon play 
Pretty choous ona pretty peanner !”” 


And, next day, all the people who Mildew approached, 
Saw a sign from a clothes line suspended : 

“ MILDEW SKULEand ACCADDAMME. poopils well COACHED 
In sums, Latting, and SICH, suthin SPLENDID! 

each KID pays ONE penny per hour in advonce 
(or we wuddent mind SEVEN for a TANNER), 

And as sune asthe SKULE BOARD eupplys what we wants, 
weel be ABEL to TEECH the PEANNBR.” 


Now, the school scarce a month has been oped, yet in sooth 
Its success is abnormally splendid : 

Four “ poopils” (the Twins and the Gore-sprinkled youth 
And old Snatcher) already attend it! 

So the Wreck fora “grand” has to Diggle applied 
In his sweetest, soft-soapiest manner, 

And Tootsie ere long will be playing with pride 
Pretty chouns on a preity pexnner! 


GO UP ONE. 


Sunday School Teacher. Who was the tirst King of Isracl? 
Pupil. Saul, sir. 
N.S. 7. Who came after Saul? 
Pupil. David. 
S.8. T. Who followed David? 
Pupil. Solomon. 
S.8. T. Who came after Solomon? 
Pupil. The Queen of Sheba, sir. 
[ Intense crcitement among the little deara who are waiting 
to play the kissing game. 


ALLY SLOPER’S POOR BOX. 


—_—~— 


*.* Subscribers of not vess than a Shilling will receive ( post- 
Sree) a Cabinet size Photograph of A. SLOPER, Esq., F.O.M. 


SUBSCRIPTIONS ACKNOWLEDGED LAST WEEK, £57 38. 54d. 
ALLY SLOVER, Esq. (weekly donation), £1; CHAS. ELLARD, 1s, 44.; H. D, 
SCHOFIELD, 1s. W. HAMMOND, Sd. 5 W. MITCHELL, 28.3 “ LAW APPRENTICE, * 
£1; 8. A. CACKETT, 2d.; A. W. Lone, 18; A.J. L., 183 F. E. ADAMS, 6d. 
Making a total reccivel up to November |ith, 1890—£59 10s. 4$d. 


HUNDREDS AND THOUSANDS. 


AN INVETERATE * DEM "-ocrRAT—Mr. Mantilini. 

MEN or Note—Interviewers. 

A FuNxp which SLOPER possesses even when he can't pag his 
tailor’s bill—A fund of anecdote. 

Why is Dick Bounder in A Million of Money like a German 
sansaze ?—I’ecause he’s “a mystery.” 

SUITABLE motto for a tradesman who does business on the 
higher avstem—* Excelsior!" 

VHEN is Extravagance a word of four letters ?—When it has 
been carried on till it spe!ls Ruin. 

In Algebra, Y means an unknown quantity. 


Therefore, Ypence 


is an unknown quantity of pence. Mora: Beware of expense. 
WHEN was SLOPER'S brace button like the Slavin-M'Auliffe 


glove fight?—Wheu it caine off. 


SLOPER'S SELECT LIBRARY. 
JOHN MUNCHEN’S LIVER. 


(THE MELANCHOLY TALE OF SEVERAL CHEERFUL DoGs.) 
pet nies 


CHAPTER III. 

HAD it been born in a suitable sphere, it would, long ere the 
period when Mr. Munchen had got it, have been walking on barre’~ 
and climbing ladders ina circus, As it was,its education had been 
neglected, and all its interest was centred in getting something to 


One way! 


eat and scheming schemes as to how it would escape being washed. 
It had a prejudice ayainst the operation, but its prejudices had 
never been respected, and it may be said that during its whole life- 
time about one-sixth of its existence had been spent in the operas 
tion of being laundried. This was due toa plebeian desire it had 
to sleep in the coal-bin. Whenever it cou'd get away from its 
friends, it at once flew to the coal-cellar,and when it came out, the 
fiat went forth that it must be washed. The first night it spentin the 
residence of Mr. Munchen, as s00n as it had devoured the beef on 
the bones presented to it, with a view to reconcile it to its change 
of quarters, it retired with a bone in search of the coal-cellar of 
the establishment, and, having found it, entered on the full enjoy- 
ment of the luxury of undisturbed possession. 
Next morning, that dog was as black as a starless night, and Mr. 
John Munchen proposed to take his exercise out in washing the dog. 
There are several methods of washing a dog. One of them is to 
chuck it into the nearest horse-pond, with a quarter of a hundred- 
weight of brick tied round its ook: A dog washed in this way usually 
stays washed, and there is no further trouble with it. Then it is 
quite practicable to take a trip in river steamer, and tow the dog 
at the stern with a 
string. When a dog 
is sufticiently robust 
to stand the wear and 
tear of this method, 
it will be found effee- 
tive; but there have 
been several instances 
where, when the 
animal was hauled on 
bourd at theend of the 
voyage, only the biting 
end of the dog was ou 
view, the other por- 
ion having been jet- 
isoned, in order to 
‘pable the bows of 
the animal to keep up 
with the proc:ssion. 
Then there is the 
common or. garden 
method of getting « 
tub half filled with 
warm water, then, by 
dissolving a quantity 
of soap, creating a 
lather, into which the 
dog is plum and 
-crubbed till it is like 
Mary’s little lamb. If 
itis desired that the 
wimal should be 
nickly dried and 
iFectually prevented from ever dirtying itself again, it can be 
massed through a clothes’-wringer. But the process is apt to 
lestroy the symmetry of the dog. It makes it too thin for a 
tog, and only thick enough for a doomnat. Ifa person wants a 
oormat the process may be tried, but if a dog is desired intro- 
tissions with the wringer should be avoided. 
Mr. Munchen decided to try the tub method. Tle got the tub 
it int® the back vard, half filled it with water, made a slight 
cher with soap, and, having lassoed the dog, plumped it into the 
uid and began to rub, And here there bean a curious develop: 
vent. As he rubbed, that dog began to disappear and became a 
ere fluffy mass of soapsuds, After ten minutes exercise, the dog 
as entirely outside the range of vision, Mr. Munchen knew it 
as there, ause, when he explored the mass of froth, he could 
ill feel it. He tried to rub off the froth, but the more he tried to 
xb it off the more the dimensions of the mass expanded, The tub 
led. The tub overtiowed, till it threatened to overwhelm the 
ack yard. Then Mr. Munchen began to get alarmed, and yelled 
or cold water. A jugful had no effect in dissipating the mass of 
uds, and it was not till he had got the garden hese-pipe, and 
directed a powerful stream in the direction he believed the dog to 
be concealed, that there was any hope of the animal being once 
more brought to view. Gradually a pink nose came into sight, and 
this being adopted as a definite objective point for operations with 


Another ! 


Yet another! 


the hose-pipe, the stream of water gradually cleared away the tem- 


porary eclipse the poodle had suffered, and the dog once more 


ceased to be asoap advertisement, and became a four legged anima! 
with o. tail. 


(Zo be continucd nert week) 
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THE “F.O.5.”". PORTRAIT GALLERY. 


No. 178,—W. J. PEALL, F.O.S. 


“7 is stated by many people, on what authority we cannot 
say, that Peall, the champion spot stroke billiardist, was born 
playing billiards. This assertion we are in a position to em- 

matically deny, and, indeed, it was not until our genial hero 

d reached manhood's estate, that he even gave the subject 
serious reflection. The suggestion, we believe, first came to himin 
a sort of nightmare, after a big supper of stewed camel's hump. 
Peall was at this period articled to an African explorer named 
Manley, or Ganley, or Stanley, or something of that name, and it 
was really understood, by his friends and relatives, that the 
genial youth intended embracing that muchly-talked-of profes- 
jon, There were, indeed, hopes of the lad eventually becoming 
a Zulu chief, but it was not to be, for, in a dream, our hero be- 
held a glowing ball of fire, upon which was written, in letters of 
gold, the worda, “ For England, home and billiards!” For six 
consecutive nights, was our hero visited by this vision, so at 
last he packed up his trunks aud bolted from his master, taking 
with him a few tusks of ivory for future use. Peall then pro- 
ceeded to England, and at once weighel in for a billlara 
professorship which he at once secured, and is now one of the 
greatest masters of the game. Chiefly because he is a cucist of 
the first water, our hero was mide F.O.S. and the ‘Sloper 
Award of Merit’ presented to him January 8th, 1887."—Lebrett 
Improved. 


EYE-RONICAL. 


Pedestrian (through Dials). Did I overhear you make some 
observation about my eyes with rezard to the future. 
; oer No, Ldidn't, mister ; I siinply said * D—— em!" and 
sticks to it. 


NATURE'S OWN (K)NOBS. 
Selected at random from members of the aristocracy. 


THE DREAM OF OUR CRICKET CONTRIBUTOR. 


The fact is, since the end of the cricketing season, our cricket- 
ing artist has had nothing better to do than depict his own 
dreams, of which the above is a fair sample. 


London: Lriuted by DALZIEL BROTUEKS, at their Camden Press, High Strect, N.W., and Published by the L'ropriewr, GILBERT DaLiEL, at “ Zhe Sloperies,” 99 Shoe Lane, E.C.—Saturday, Noveuber 22, 
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FEATURES. 
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HIS REDEEMING 
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/ 
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Ist Yokel. Bill! that lauy lev | 
of the ‘oss at once. A) Sask De areas ee niles 


2nd Yokel, Garn, ye b'iled owl! Cree 
divised eqn that's wot they calls 


aaah 
NY 


4 
HM) 
MA 


(French Restaurant, Soho), 
Pair Customer. Really, chef, to-day’s dinner was even 
worse than yesterday's, 
Chef. C est impossible, mees. 


Bary. What a horrid face James is pulling ! and ob, dear, what a frightful voice! It makes me shudder. 
Alice (dotingly). But look at his calves, Mary—look at his calves ! 


HOUR. 


A BAD QUARTER OF AN 


| 


“There! you villain,” she shrieked, hanging on to his nose, “take that! and learn 
the power of a mother's love !"——(5). “There's somethin’ for yourself, you old cow ' 4 
howled Pumpwater, as he hurled his stock-in-tradeat his assailant. “Gosh !” headdel, 
“the copper’s got it!”——(6). And the next minute “the copper " had him, too. 
Then Fido smiled a smile of sweet simplicity, and thought muchly. 


his “HALF-HOLIDAY ” like a sensible youth, and Fido, the homeless one, gets a morn- 

ing draught on the cheap.—(2). “Great chalks!" shouted Pumpwater, * the milk's | 
ethieved! Ah! grinning, are you, you young gallows’ bird,? I saw you do it!"—— | 

(3). “Take that!" And just at tiis moment Tommy's ma came to meet him.—(4). | 


THE ALARM. 


| 

4) 

(1). Old Pumpwater, the milkman, goes his rounds. Tommy, the schoolboy, enjoys | 
| CLEANLINESS BEFORE EVERYTHING. 


“ Just give me a brush down, will you? 


splash one so!" 


“Burglars? Ob, no! merely a ridiculous mouse which Janct thought she heard 
behind the curtains!" 


Those confounded cabs dv | 


—— 


1svU. 
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ng 


